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USEFUL PHRASES FOR TIME-TRAVELERS VISITING THE LATE 20th CENTURY 


ALPHA-MALE: Male leader of primate troop; always busy mating and/or 
restricting females, conquering and/or threatening other males. Ex- 
amples: Ayatollah Khomeini, Donald Trump, Ronald Reagan, King Kong. 


ANCIENT ASTRONAUTS: Idea that aliens visited the Earth in ancient 

times. First proposed in a 1937 SF story ("Within the Pyramid”). 

Popularized (ca. 1968-75) by Erich von Daniken, who contended that 

aliens experimented with human evolution, inadvertently occasioned : a 

a LOT of religious scriptures and art, got bored, gave up, and left. : ( 
— 


ATMOSPHERIC TEST: Early exper imental detonations of atomic bombs | 
in the open environment; some involved deliberately expos ing mili- 
tary personnel to "fallout" radiation without protective equipment. 


AUDREY II: The intelligent man-eating plant in the "Little Shop 
of Horrors” play and films. Named after protagonist’s girlfriend. 


BUILDING "Q": Nonexistent U.S. facility for storage of non-wreckage 
and dead uncrew of UFO that didn’t crash near Roswell, N.M. in 1947. 
Featured in a 1975 newscast over WISH-TV, Channel 8 (Indianapolis), 
the rumor of its existence is alluded to in movies such as “Flight 
of the Navigator,” "Starman," "My Science Project," and “Hangar 18." 


CONELRAD: U.S. emergency radio channels established in the 1950s 
-- indicated by small Civil Defense logos at two locations on the 
dials of period radios -- to which you would be instructed to turn 
(in case this was "NOT a test") for official news of World War III. 


DECALS FOR THE STEALTH BOMBER: Refers to 1980s controversy over a 
too-accurate model kit based on a secret radar-evading U.S. plane. 


DUCK-AND-COVER: Children’s game of the 1950s, played with teachers 
at school, derived from World War II air-raid drills. You either 
ducked under your desk, or curled up against the wall with your 
hands folded over your neck, when you “saw the atomic flash.” Big- 
ger drills involved moving whole classrooms-full of children down- 
stairs, to the cafeteria, or to other designated "Fallout Shelters. 
In major target cities, children were issued aluminum “dog-tags.” 


EVOLUTION: Scientific concept that living things change in response 
to their environment, over long periods of time, through mutation 
and natural selection. Considered blasphemy in the 1920s and 1980s. 


FRISBEE: Toy flying saucer, developed from pie-tins and initially 
decorated as a UFO, first marketed in the 1950s. The U.S. Navy spent 
about $300,000 testing it as a potential weapon in the late 1970s. 


GORT: Cinematic version of robot companion of Klaatu (q.v.); seven 
feet tall, silver, with monocular lens that fired a death-ray. Later 
appeared with Ringo Starr on the cover of the LP “Goodnight Vienna." 


HIPPIE: 1960s term for anyone aged 13 to 21 years who wears long 
hair, protests war, pollution, and racism, and/or smokes marijuana. 


HUNDRED-MILE-PER-GALLON CARBURETOR: Apocryphal device, rumored dur- 
ing World War II, which would have disrupted the auto industry and 
petroleum economy of mid-century by making all cars fuel-efficient. 


Continued inside back cover. 
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ALPHA-MALE STAR PILOT 
(Music and words © 1989 by Barry Childs-Helton. Ancient astronauts go cruisin’ for cave- 
girls, in a sleazy tale of interstellar miscegenation and primate courtship display, which 
also serves as an allegory for modern romance and -- what the hell] —- Western Civilization.) 


[hi-hat vamp]: D9 C9 C9-[gliss]-D9 BS / C9 BY C9 -[shift to rock vamp & rpt]- GG CC G 


G G F F G-G cc @ — 
v1 I look like-a-lusty, dusty son-of-Old Adam 
Bb Bb F F G-G cc G — 
I’11-even-hide my steel if-you’re-spooked by anything new. 
Bb Bb Cc Cc Bb Bb Bb-C C 
Tel 1-me-whnat you really think -- when-you-kiss goodbye your Missing Link, 
Bb Bb D A DD OD Bb Bb 
and then let’s see what-a-civilized-guy can do! I-wanna-be your -—- 
Bb Cc Cc F-G GCC G C Cc Bb Bb A A 
alpha-male star pilot. ----------- Let my con-trail light-up your night side. 
Bb Bb F F 
So fast, clean and slick —- 
Bb Bb Cc Cc 
by-the seat-of-the pants -- no-hands on-the-stick, now -- 
F -[gliss]- G F F G GCC G&G 
comin’ - down -- to-give-you one outrageous ride. 


[rock vamp, ad lib]: GG CC G/GG CCG ([ete.] 


[spoken over vamp]: “Daddy, the funny-looking hairless stranger 
tried to pick fleas out of my fur again!" 
“Where’s my club?! I’11 show HIM some grooming behavior!" 


[shift to hi-hat vamp]: {GG C-C G[gliss]-Em} -G-A / A-G-Em / GA / A-G-Em / GA / AG 


Em A An Em 
Don’t-you-be fooled by-a-silver suit —- what’s inside-it-is-a weightless clown -- 
Em A An Em 
just-a rake-hell-ancient astronaut, an invader-of-the underground. 
Em A 
Steals-your-mate while-you’re-whackin’-the bushes 
An Em 
on-a-hunt-for-something he calls "Snipe." 
Em A 
He’s-got-a blarney-hyperdrive — it’s almost no drive, 
An Em / D9 
and half-a-million TONS of hype. 
D9 cg C9 -[gliss]- D9 BS — B9 
You’re-a-star dweller?-Don’t make ------- me -- laugh. 
cg BS BS-C9 Em A-G GA / Em A-G GA 
If you’re-a-star dweller, I’m-a-chartreuse giraffe. 


[hi-hat vamp, ad lib]: Em A-G G-A-Em / AG G-—A-Em [etc.] 


[spoken over vamp]: " -- and there’s ugly pictographs of him and his ship 
all over the cave! Honestly! What WILL our descendants think?!" 


[shift to rock vamp]: {Em A-G GA} -G G—CC-G/GG6G — CCC 


G G F F G G cc G 
v2 No, you-ain’t flown till-you-feel the-fire-of-my engines. 


Bb Bb F F G GCC G 
And-you-won’t believe anything-this smooth is real. 
Bb Bb Cc Cc 
They-got thrust to last all night, 
Bb Bb Cc Cc Bb 
and-I-don’t wanna-waste that heat and light —- 
Bb D A D DOD Bb Bb 
so talk me down into-your field. I-wanna-be your -- 
Bb Cc Cc F-G GccG@ec Cc Bb Bb A A 
alpha-male star pilot. —----—--- Let’s-throw a bone—-in-the-primitive mind. 
Bb Bb F F Bb Bb Cc Cc 
I ain’t no monolith -- but-I-sure know-some-fun ways to-make a-myth, now —- 
F -[gliss]- G F F G G CC G 
come - around if-you’re-savagely inclined. 


[rock vamp, ad lib]: GG CC G /GG CC G [etc.] 


[spoken] : “Char iots-of-the-gods, my tailbone! Degenerate alien tourist!" 
"Just thumb your nose at him!” 
“Oh -- okay. Which one’s my thumb?” 
“Forget it! Just throw rocks!" 


[shift to tango vamp]: {G G C-C GG} -Em Em Em EmG Em / Em Em EmG Em / 


G — Em D D D D Cc c.)hUC:~C B7 — 
[bridge]: What-stages did he mutate through fromslimy planet-stew to cosmic sleaze? 
Em Em Em Em D D D 
How-cou ld ----- — we-fail-to be-impressed? 
D Cc Cc Cc B7 — 


We barely had-progressed down fromthe trees. 


{[shift, accelerando, to hi-hat vamp]: {B7-87-87-B7} -Em GA A-GEm/GA AG 


Em G-A Am Am-G Em 
v3 He rumbles-like-a warlike hist’ry, or-a rocket-ride-at-Disney land -- 
Em Em A 
enough-to take-you-through a round-of deception, 
Am Am-G Em 
and land-you-back where-you-began. 
Em Em GA An Anr-G Em 
He’ 11-observe you scientifically — as an alley-cat among the birds. 
Em Em A 


And-he’11 try-to-make-you breathe his language, 
An Am-G Em [gliss] D9 
but-there’s-a vac’um in-between-his-words. 


DS cg C3-[gliss]-D9 B9 BS 
Ungawa, star-dweller!-Me Daniel Boone! 
C9 cg BS cg Em 


This-is Jane-and Cheetah! We-wanna-see—-you-shoot-—the—moon! 
[hi-hat vamp, ad lib]: Em A-G G-A-Em / A-G G-A-Em [etc., end on Em harmonic] 


[spoken over vamp]: "Ah, yas, and thus the primate doth berate the enlightened word- 
machine —- who hangeth his sox of metaphor up to dry in the dead wilderness 
of knee-jerk literalism -- huzza-huzza, bang-bang, -- one giant bleep for man- 
unkind, and THAT’S the way it is -- and that’s the foist moon I EVER shot in 
my pajamas!" 


ALPHABET SOUP BLUES 
(Music and words ©) 1989 by Sally Childs-Helton. Translated from the Academese haiku, “A 


Definitive Treatise on the Psychosocial Nuances, Schizoid Dynamics, and Relative Economic 
Utility of Advanced Graduate Education in the 1980s, or, Going Crazy and Broke by Degrees.") 


[intro vamp]: B7 — A — E [figure] AGE — B7 


E E7 E 
v1 I’ve got a B.M.E, an M.A., M.L.S., and Ph.D. — 
E E7 E 
they hang around at the end of my name and remind me of misery. 
E E7 
Got a string of fancy letters following my name. 
E E7 E7 
I got them all because I proved that I could play the gare. 
A E [improvise figure] 
Now, all them fancy letters — came from jumpin’ through a hoop. 
B7 A 
They don’t do a dam thing for me —- 
A —E — — [improvise figure] — B7 


ain’t nothin’ but alphabet soup. 


v2 If academe should call you, don’t you go to that ivory tower. 
It won’t take very long to see just wno-all’s got the power. 
Find work to make a livin’ ’cause there ain’t no teachin’ jobs — 
they say I’m not a "real academic,” 
*cause I’m not willin’ to starve. Well — 
all them fancy letters, they don’t amount to pigeon poop. 
They don’t do a dam thing for me — 
might as well be alphabet soup. 


v3 Academe can be real ugly, back-stabbin’ and obscene — 
they want you to bend over and grin and bring your own Vaseline. 
You look in all the journals — work the grapevine — who can tell? 
You finally find a job in your field, get your vita in the mil — 
but it seems it’s the same dam thing 
on the floor of a chicken coop. 
Those letters don’t do nothin’ -- 
might as well be alphabet soup. 


v4 By now you’re gettin’ desperate —- your loans are comin’ due — 
but with 500 new Ph.D.’s for each job, 
you know who’s gonna get screwed — 


, E E E E E E7 
[spoken]: -- about 499 of ’em — — including you. 


[solo on remainder of progression]: A A/E E/B7 A/E E/87 


E {etc.} 
v5 You £111 out an application, send in your resume — 
get a “Thanks-but-no-thanks” back, in just a couple days. 
It says, “Thank you for your interest, but there ain’t no job for you — 
had 500 new Ph.D.’s apply — the one we picked wasn’t you!" Well — 
all them fancy letters, they don’t amount to pigeon poop. 
They don’t do a dam thing for me -—- 
might as well be alphabet soup. 
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BODY SHOP BLUES 
(Music and words (©) 1989 by Barry Childs-Helton. If you’ve had your doubts about pink sports 
cars and seductive Martians — who hasn’t? — here’s First Interplanetary Contact envisioned 
as a swingin’ automotive rapture of moral sloth, dubious veracity, and ambiguous result. ) 


{intro vamp]: G6 Fee-G / GB FS6E-G6 / GB FSGS / G6 DS 


G6 G6 F#6-—G6 @6 «G6 F#6—GS 
v1 I was workin’ in the body shop, on a pink Capri. 
G6 G6 F#6-G6 fe} rc] F#6-G6 
I got the fender painted, then the owner came up to ne, 
G6 cs BS-C9 
and she said, "Hey, honey, 
cs cs BS cg @6 — Am7 — Bm7 — Bb6 
how’s about we take it for a spin? 
DS DS 09 
I know a stretch of road 
Ob9 cs cs B9-C9 C9 GBS - G6-F86-GS - G6 - D9 


where we can see what kinda shape it’s in.” 


v2 Well, I nearly sliced the fender with my old acetylene 
when I saw that lady 
who drove the pink machine, and I said, 
"Well, honey, guess you’ve made a date and made my day. 
I’11 hang up my equipment, 
and before you know it, we’11] be underway.” 


v3 Well, maybe if she hadn’t turned my silly head around, 
I’d’ve noticed when we started 
how we floated off the ground — 
or how that takeoff 
felt just like a rocket to the moon. 
But at the time I figured 
it musta been the smell of her perfume. 


v4 Well, I’ve driven nitro fuelers, 
Indy racers and Corvettes -- 
ev’rything from Mercs to Maseratis, but I'11 bet 
they ain’t no kinda drivin’ 
to match the way she drove around with me. 
Then things got kinda fuzzy 
and I woke up with my seat stuck in a tree. 


v5 Well, that lady up and left me, man, 
she really made a dent. 
I’d have her pull it out again 
but I don’t know where she went! I got the 
flat tires, disconnected horn, and broken lights — 
no papers, and I’m stranded by the Interstate at night. 


v6 If I get back to the body shop, 
the way my luck is stacked, 
it’11 be the first place the Martian Amazons attack -- 
and they’11 say, “Hey, earthling! 
Let’s take this flyin’ saucer for a spin!" 
I’11 have to say, "No, thank you — 
that’s one place I think I’ve already been.” 


GALACTIC PERSONALS 
(Music and words ©) 1989 by Sally Childs-Helton. Tabloid come-ons and “universal” pickup 
lines of entities-on-the-make, just when you thought it was safe to go back into the space— 
port bar. Even in galactic culture, some things -- and their behavior -- never change. ) 


[intro figure: mute AQ as diagranmed, gliss down, and return up to first AQ in chorus] 


AS Xs) Bb9-Bb9 
[chorus]: Read about it, read about it, read all about it -—- 
AS AQ = AbS-A9 
inquiring minds want to know —- 
AS AQ AQ Bb9 


reply to Galactic Personals, 
AQ Ab9-A9 AS — CS — BY -[gliss]- E7(1) 
Post Office Box Six-Nine-Oh. {I-was- laid o-ver ...} 


E7(1) -[gliss]- E7(2)-(1) 


v1 I was laid over in the Altair Port, 
E7(3) - Eb7 - €7(3) — F7-F7 €E7(3) 
bored near outta my head. 
E7(1) -[gliss]- Eb7-€7(3) E7(2)-(1) &7(3) Eb7- E7(3) €7(3)-Eb7-£7(3) 
Picked up the Galactic Enquirer, and took it back to-my-bed. 
E7(3) -[gliss down]- E7(1) E7(2)-(1) 
Now-I’m-a ------- — pretty-cool dude -- I ain’t no prude — 
E7(3) Eb7 E7(3) FT7-F7 
but what I saw turned me red. 
E7(3) -[gliss down]- E7(1) E7(2)-(1) 
*Cause when I turned ------ to the Personals Page, 


E7(3)  &b7 E7(3) &7(3)-Eb7-£7(3) F9-F#9-G9- A9 
this is what it said ---------------------------- [chorus] 


: E7(3) -[gliss down]- E7(1) E7(2)-(1) 
v2 “I’m Audrey Two -- I know what to do 


E7(3) - Eb7 E7(3) — FT7-F7 
to-p lease-you-’most ev’ry way. 


E7(1) E7(2)-(1) E7(3)-€b7-€£7(3) 
You can find me down at the “Little Shop,” just about ev’ry day. 


E7(1) E7(2)-(1) 
So give me a call -- we can do it all -- 


E7(3) Eb7 E7(3) FT7-F7 
jit beats sittin’ home alone. 


E7(1) E7(2)-(1) 
But if I get hungry on a date, 


E7(3) Eb7 E7(3)-Eb7-£7(3) F9-F#9-G9- A9 
I won’t guarantee-you’11-get home." --------—---------- [chorus] 


v3 "My name’s Jim Kirk, and I’m no jerk, 

I’m the captain of the Enterprise. 
Come with me -- we’11 explore outer space 
or the inner space between your thighs. 
If you’re mostly humanoid, I can fi11 your void -—- 
I’m sexy right down to the core. 
And if you’re a virgin, 
I’11 go with no urgin’ 
Where No Man Has Gone Before!" 

[chorus] 


v4 “Marvin’s my name, car-parking’s my game. 
I work at a restaurant -- 
the one at the end of the universe. 
It’s not a job that I want. 
A planet-size brain’s my claim to fame, 
but you’11 only think I’m paranoid. 
If we go on a date, before it gets too late 
you’1] dump me for some macho android (I knew it!)." 
[chorus] 


v5 “My name is Gort, and I’m quite a sport -—- 

at least, that’s wnat the ladies say. 
I’m economy-size, I got electrifyin’ eyes —- 
baby, let me throw you some rays. 
Klaatu’s this clown, bosses me around, 
but one day he’s gonna get his licks —- 
*cause I’11 "“verada" HIS “nicto" for ’im 
if he don’t lay offa my chicks! Hunh!” 

[chorus] 


v6 "I’m half-man, half-fly -- a little shy, 
you could say I’m a self-made man. 
As you know, I like to experiment -- 
ladies, help me if you can. 
We can spend the evenin’ up there on the ceilin’ 
makin’ love like a couple of flies — 
if you’re scared of heights, 
we’11 turn out the lights. 
Don’t knock it till you give it a try." 


[chorus] 


v7 I took that Galactic Enquirer, NS 
and I threw it on the floor a 
as I felt my heart miss some beats -- o 
y’know I couldn’t stand no more! 
So the next time I’m laid over in a spaceport, 
bored near outta my head, . Z 
I’11 just go find me a pack of cards 
and play solitaire instead! 


[chorus] [repeat] [fade] 


LIGHTSAILOR 
(Music: “The Dark-eyed Sailor,” a traditional 19th-century British broadside ballad. Words 
© 1989 by Barry Childs-Helton. A far-future variant -- with a relativistic twist -- on a 
familiar human theme: long-delayed homecoming, and love despite distance, loss, and change. ) 


[intro-and-link figure played on Am and D, twice through each time; see chart oppos ite] 


Am D Am 
v1 Out _by the port, on an autum night, 

G An 
she’s come to watch the probes take flight. 

Dm Am 
Her eyes are dim now, and scan the deep 

c Em [figure] 
for a trail of fire -- a trail of fire —- 
Dm Am 

to rouse her heart from sleep. [link figure] 


v2 <A strange young man in explorer’s white 
drifts like a star out in the night. 
He stops before her, some steps away; 
she turns toward him -—- turns toward him — 
to hear what he might say. [link figure] 


v3 He says, “Believe I mean no harm. 
Will you take my coat? Will you take my arm?" 
(She says) “I just come here to watch them fly, 
as someone once did -- someone once did —- 
into the open sky. [link figure] 


v4 “In the thirty years he’s been in space, 
my youth has long since left my face. 
He flies near lightspeed, as lost to me 
as if he’d vanished -- as if he’d vanished -- 
into that starry sea. [link figure] 


v5 "Please tell no one you saw me here. 
They’d only laugh at me, I fear. 
I know the folly of wasted time -- 
we made our choices — made our choices -- 
and I will live with mine." [link figure] 


v6 He says, "You know, I was born in space —- 
our captain told us about this place. 
Our light-sail sundered, while outward bound -- 
we turned her homeward -—- turned her homeward -- 
and only now touched down.” [link figure] 


v7 She says, “Light-sails haven’t flown in years. 
You’ve had your laugh. You’ve seen my tears." 
He says, “Forgive me. You couldn’t know —- 
we left this planet -- left this planet —- 
some thirty years ago.” [link figure] 


v8 She says, “The gods love thievery -- 
the stars from him, and him from me — 
still, tell your captain —- I’11 meet him here 
tomorrow morning — tomorrow morning — 
when the sky is clear." [link figure] [end] 
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MONORAIL TO ATOMLAND 


(Music and words © 1989 by Barry Childs-Helton. A Cold-War-Nostalgia Protest Song [a Dylan- 
taunt?] in which a panorama of mid-century obsessions careen out of control into a retroac- 
tively-futur istic America turned techno-amusement-park. Gee. I wonder what I meant by that. ) 


[Lintro/link vamp]: Am-C-D / Dm fmaj7 / C-E7 


Am Cc D 
v1 Calling the Sputnik Squadron, here’s a secret message 
Dm Fmaj7 C-£7 
and it’s only for your ruined ears — 
Am Cc D 
we’re in a free-fall game of “Capture the Future,” 
Dm Fmaj7 Am-Am7 
maybe just before it disappears. 
Dm F G 
Remember "forward looks” at “Life in 1990” 
Qn Cc Dm 
when the Interstate was just a proposal? 
Dm F G 
Those were the table-scraps of a day-after-tomorrow 
Gn Qn7 A - AT 
that by now is mostly down the disposal. 
Em G A 
[chorus 1]: We’re on a monorail to Atomland, 
Qa j7 Fma j7-B7 
with our years accelerating by — 
Em G A Am 
suspend your disbelief on the superconductors 
Cc B7 Em Am-C-D / Dm-Fmaj7 / C-E7 
and keep your eyes on the sky. Lintro/link vamp] 
Am Cc D 
v2 To all the duck-and-cover veterans 
Dm Fma j7 C-E7 
of the war we weren’t supposed to fight —- 
Am C D 
who fought it anyway in streets and poisoned jungles 
Dm Fmaj7 Am-Am7 
and in dreams that burst above the night —- 
Dm F G 
wnat’s left of your good faith was used as anmunition 
Qn Cc Dm 
by the players of the ancient jest, 
Qn F G 
who’d give you shades and suntan lotion and a beach-tow’] 
Qn Qn7 A- AT 
to observe an atmospheric test. 
Em G A 
[chorus 2]: Just take that monorail to Atomland, 
Qraj7 Fma j7-B7 
with your years accelerating by —- 
Em G A Am 
suspend your disbelief on the superconductors 
Cc B7 Em Am-C-D / Om-Fmaj7 / C-E7 


and keep your eyes on the sky. [intro/link vamp] 


Am Cc D Dm Fmaj7 C-E7 
v3 Nobody’s dicing with your destiny, ’cause Jesus-loves-me—-this-I-know —- 


Am Cc D Dm Fmaj7 Am 
if Conelrad comes on, a miracle will come, or Michael Rennie in a UFO. 
Dm F G 
We’ 11 give your wife a house with central vac’um-cleaning 
Qn Cc Dm 
and the moon a dome for clean-cut men —- 
Dm F G 
and if it all blows up, by jingo, then we’1] learn 
Qn Qn7 A- AT 
to never push that big red button again. 
Em G A 
[chorus 3]: We’ll take that monorail to Atomland, 
Qra j7 Fmaj7-B87 
watch our years accelerating by -—- 
Em G A Am 
suspending disbelief on the superconductors 
Cc B7 Em Am-C-D / Dm-Fmaj7 / C-E7 
and keeping our eyes on the sky. Lintro/link vamp] 
Am Cc D 
v4 We’ve got the smartest toys we’ve ever seen, 
Dm Fmaj7 C-£7 
but just how much real intelligence? 
Am Cc D 
And if we burn our home like a juvenile delinquent, 
Dm Fma j7 Am-Am7 
will we plead it’s just a first offense? 
Dm F G 
The Hippie Space Patrol that tried to save the planet 
Qn Cc Dm 
till they wound up living on-the-take —- 
Dm F G 
did they just wash their brains of further lost causes 
Qn Qn7 A- AT 
till imagination went opaque? 
Em G A 
[chorus 4]: They took that monorail to Atomland —- 
Qnaj7 Fma j7-B7 
with their years accelerating by —- 
Em G A Am 
suspending disbelief on the superconductors 
Cc B7 Em Em7 
and keeping their eyes on the sky. [to chorus 5] 
Em G A 
[chorus 5]: We’re on a monorail to Atomland, 
Qra j7 Fma j7-B7 
with our years accelerating by — 
Em G A Am 
suspending disbelief on the superconductors 
Cc B7 Em 


and keeping our eyes on the sky. 


[coda vamp]: Am- C-D / ODm- Fmaj7 - Am / An7 
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Am 
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MOOSE AND SQUIRREL 
(Music: “Duke of Earl," © 1962 by Gene Chandler. Words © 1989 by Sally and Barry Childs- 


Helton. Ancient Boomer Tribe “doo-wop” chant, invoking totem animals Flying Rodent Hero and 
Big Ruminant Airhead, whom the Singing Delinquents surround, intent on a musical “rumble"!) 


G Em Cc 
[intro]: We live in a flat two-dimensional world --- 
Cc D 
he is a moose, --- and I’m a squirrel ——- 
G Em 
(rfrni]: MOOSE, moose, moose, moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, 
(rpt x 1]* c 
moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, 
D {G} 
moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, moose-and- ¥*{MOOSE, moose, moose ...} 
G Em 
v1 AS We ---------------- go through our car- --- toon” world -- 
(-- Moose, moose, moose -- moose- and SQUIR’L, moose, moose, --) 
Cc D 
ooo == Bullwinkle the Moose ----------------- and Rocket J. Squirrel, 
(moose-and-squir’1 --- moose, -- moose, moose-and-squir’1 -- moose, -- moose, ) 
G Em 
--------- there’s Boris ---------------- and Na- -- ta- ---- sha ------------- 
(-- moose-and- -—- MOOSE, moose, moose, moose-and- squir’1, moose, moose, --) 
Cc D 
and two confused moon- -- men -------------- oh ----- yean ----------- 
(-- moose-and- -- squir’1, moose, moose, --- moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, ) 
G G Em 
we ------ QO ----------- where adventure calls ----- ohn woh, ---- 
(rfrn2]: (moose-and-MOO-moo-moo-MOO --- moose - and -- squir’1, moo-moo-moo, ---) 
Cc 
we’ 1] take the Ruby Yacht ------ up ---- 
(squir’ ]-and ---- MOO ----- moo-moo-—moose , ) 
D 


tO Frost-bite Falls ———————- 
(-- moose-and SQUIR’L, moo-moo --) 


D G 
so YAY ---- yay ---- YAY ---- yay —------------- 
(-- O0-mubba-O0-mubba-00-mubba-O00-mubba-MOOSE -—) 
G Em 
2 — In Pott- syl- van- -- ia -—--—-— ond 
(rfrni]: (moose, moose, --—-- moose-and- squir’1, moose, moose, ) 
Cc D 
three-hour com mer-cials --------——~ brain-wash the proles --———————————- 
(---- moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, ---- moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, ) 
G Em 
------ but Boris ---------------- and Na- ta- = sha ------------- 
(moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, ) 
Cc D 
have more cap-it-al- --- -ist- —- ic ---—- go- ---- oals, -------- 


(moose-and- squir’1, moose, moose, moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, ) 
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G Em 
like this: ------------------ [spoken]: "Fearless leader, look! ---—-- 
[rfm2}: (-——- Momo moose -- and --- squir’1, —-) 
Em Cc 
----------- We-got-hundred-mi 11 ion-do1lar-ocean-1iner !" 
(MOO-M00-M00 ,  - —— squir’1-and - MOO- --) 
Cc D 
-—--- “BUT WHERE ARE MOOSE AND SQUIRREL?!" —------ 
(moo-moo- -- moose ------- moose-and -- SQUIR’L, moo-moo- ) 
D G 

so YAY ---- yay ---- YAY ---- yay -----—-------- 
(-- OO-mubba-00-mubba-00-mubba-O00-mubba-MOOSE --) 


G Em 
v3 -- All -—- good -- Cold ----- War ---- boys and girls -—- 
(rfrni1]: (moose ,-- moose, moose-and- squir’1], moose, —- moose, ) 


ee follow the moose -—-- 
(moose-and-squir’1, moose, --- moose, --—) 


SEER and flying squirrel —-------- a nice ---- 
(moose-and-squir’1, -- moose, moose, ---- moose-and-squir’1, ) 
Em 
-------------- child- ren’s car- toon --- show, ----------—- 
(moose, moose, moose- and- ----- squir’1, moose, moose, ---) 
Cc 
WIthot — any sat- — ire ———---— on, == ie. Sse 
(-- moose- and-squir’1, moose, moose, moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, -—--) 


G Em 
On YEane? ———-———— We got moon-men on our side. ------—------------- 
(rfrn2]: (—— MOO-moo-moo-MO00 ------ moose - and --- squir’1], moo-moo-moo, ---) 


Scrooch ’em for me,-- Cloyd and Gidney ---- 
(squir’ l-and ---------- MOO --- moo-moo- —-) 
Cc D 
but save the moose and squir-r-r’] ------- 
(---- moose -- moose-and SQUIR’L, moo-moo--) 
D 
So: At see yay ase Oy ==. jay 
(-- O0-mubba-O00-mubba-O00-mubba-O0-mubba- —-) 


G G Em 
[high voice over rfrni}]: MOO- ---- HOO- —- HOO- — HOO- ---- HOOSE, --------- 
(MOOSE, -- moose, moose, moose-and-squir’1, moose—) 
Cc 
MOO- -- HOO- --—- HOOSE, ----------—---------------- 
(moose, moose-and-squir’1, moose, moose, moose-and-) 
D 
YI! ------ YI! ---- YI! -- YI! ----—- [repeat, fade] 


(squir’1,-- moose,-- moose,-- moose-and- {MOOSE} [repeat, fade]) 


[voiceover]: (During repeat-and-fade, lead voices perform miscellaneous quotations from 
“Rocky and His Friends” -- but remember, they’re all c 1962 by Jay Ward Productions! ) 
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MOTEL OF THE MYSTERIES, MUCH LATER 


(Music: "Hotel California,” © 1976 by Henley, Frey, and Walsh. Words () 1989 by Barry Childs- 
Helton. Future archaeologists, about 1000 years after the notorious Macaulay Expedition, un- 


_ earth an enigmatic 20th-century structure. Erudition befuddled! to the obvious Eagles tune.) 


[intro vamp]: Bm- FR -A-E / G-D / Em- F# 


vi 


v2 


v3 


v4 


v5 


Bm Fe Fe 

Out there in the desert — deep in No-man’s Land — 

A E G 
we found a promising dig-site — far beneath the sand. 

G D D Em 

Just a small village compound —- sev’ral thousand years old — 

Em Fe 
we didn’t know what tantalizing questions it would hold. 


Bm F# Fe 
Great mounds of iron oxide — all compressed and congealed — 
A E E G 
-—- held chrome-plated amulets — under curving glass shields. 

G D D Em 
Only one mound per dwelling -- placed outside the door — 

Em F# F# G 

an obvious display of wealth, but what else were they for? 


G D 
Welcome to the Motel of the Myst’ries! 
Em Bm 
Careful not to hack —- at the artifacts. 
G D 
Dig we must at the Motel of the Myst’ries! 
Em FR Bm [etc.] 
Such a lot to do. Can you dig it too? 


We found a female fetish -- there could be no doubt —- 

she was a viny] balloon with all the air squashed out. 

And the bones of the young male -- she was meant to entice -- 
was he a slave or acolyte -- or a sacrifice? 


We found a folding charm-pouch -- of tanned animal hide — 

with four plastic talisman-cards — still intact inside — 

each with magical ciphers -- embossed in high relief -—- 

to give power to the owner’s name, and ward off the spirit-thief. 


I sure dig this Motel of the Myst’ries! 

But I just throw sand —- I don’t understand — 
wnat’s the deal at the Motel of the Myst’ries? 
Enigmatic junk? Academic bunk? 


We know something of you -—- but it’s guesswork at best. 

We fit fragments together — and imagine the rest. 

You could be predecessors -- or our primitive kin. 

We can’t dig what you really were — but we can fill you in! 


[Repeat chorus 1, or solo on verse chords and fade. ] 
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RELATIVITY PARADOX CALYPSO (FLYING AT POINT-NINE "C") 
(Music: “Don’t Tie Me Donkey Down There," traditional. Words © 1988 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


Einstein plays Belafonte, tie score; a plea for unity, fun, singalong choruses, and space 
travel at near-lightspeed. Feeling .9 seconds younger [and hungry for bananas] is NORMAL!) 


G Cc G D 
Chorus: Flying at point-nine "c" -- mystery, MYS-TER-Y! 
G Cc G OD G 
Flying at point-nine "c" -—- that’s for me, THAT’S FOR ME! 
G 64 
v1 Now I tell you ina rel-a-tive way, 
D G 
don’t leave me brother down there, 
G Cc 
or when I’m back he’11 be old and gray, 
D G 


don’t leave me brother down there! 


(Br ing-him-a long-now -- ) [chorus] 


v2  There’s a lot of things I’m wanting to learn, 
don’t leave me teachers down there — 
or they’11 be hist’ry when I return, 
don’t leave me teachers down there! 
(It’s-on-the-midterm -- ) [chorus] 


v3. Well I’m hoping that you understand this, 
don’t leave me classmates down there -- 
or they’1] think what-they-know’s all there is, 
don’t leave me classmates down there! 
(Get-real—now -- ) [chorus] 


v4 Now I’m gonna be a-travelin’ fast, 
don’t leave me people down there —- 
or they’1] stay stuck in the past, 
don’t leave me people down there! 
(Up-to-speed-now -- ) [chorus] 


v5 Now it’s like I been a-tellin’ you, gents — 
don’t leave the women down there -—- 
or you waste half our intelligence, 
don’t leave the women down there! 
(Of f-the-pedestal -- ) [chorus] 


v6 But I gotta tell you it’s okay 
to leave Mundania down there — 
they don’t want to go anyway, 
so leave Mundania down there! 
(Tel1-’ em-goodbye-now -- ) [chorus] 


v7 Takin’ tickets at the spaceship door, 
oh don’t leave fandom down there -- 
you’ 11 need guides who’ve been there before, 
so don’t leave fandom down there! 
(Show-’ em-the-way-now — ) [chorus] [repeat chorus] 
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SMALL DESIGNS 
(Music and words © 1989 by Barry Childs-Helton. A perpetually-bewildered journey along 
oblique semantic vectors, affirming a universe of vast and intricate mystery -- itself 
most likely a BIG metaphor for something else entirely —- how the hel] would we know?) 


[intro figure, arpeggio: Em - Bm - Fmaj7-{figure} {repeat chords x 2} - E9 - D9-£9 ] 


Em Bm Fma j7 Em Bm 
v1 -- Small designs — the artifice of spider-webs on traffic signs — 
Fmaj7 Em Bm 
or paper that I roughen with these pencil lines — 
Fmaj7 ES DS - ES 
lost explorer’s tracks through Arctic snow. 
Em Bm Fmaj7 Em Bm 
v2 Small delights -- half-carafe of Burgundy on weekday nights —- 
Fma j7 Em Bm 
daydreams move like children flying bird-wing kites —- 
Fma j7 ES [figure] D9 - ES DS - {Dbmaj7} 
gentle threads that tie the earth and sky. 
{Dbma j7} Bma j7 Ebma j7 
brdg1 -- Mermaids with wings -- high above the sea they sing, 
Ebmaj7 Fmaj7 ES [figure] D9- ES 
"Climb till you’ve won. ---- Just don’t fly too near the sun." 
Em Bn Fmaj7 Em Bm 
v3 -- I’11 go to you —- with this cloudy prism that I’m looking through -- 
Fmaj7 Em Bm 
and I will bring you something either good or true. 
Fmaj7 ES [figure] DS - E9 
Take these weathered branches from my eyes. 
Em Bm Fmaj7 Em Bm 
v4 -- Come to me -- before I lose the simple light that’s let me see 
Fmaj7 En Bm 
a season full of shooting stars and reverie -- 
Fmaj7 ES [figure] DS - ES DS - {Dbmaj7} 
when it dims, I can give nothing more. 
{Doma j7} Bma j7 Ebma j7 
brdg2 Impartial fools -- carpenters with welder’s tools -- 
Ebmaj7 Fmaj7 ES [figure] D9 - ES 
make magic gates —--- places where the pilgrim waits. 
Em Bm Fmaj7 Em Bm 
v5 -- I’11 cross the sky -- with words as sharp as truth and soft as any lie —- 
Fmaj7 Em Bm 
to cut the knot of sadness if it won’t untie. 
Fmaj7 ES [figure] D9 - ES 
Go with me, or stay here if you will. 
Em Bm Fmaj7 Em Bm 
v6 Reach through the night, in flame and silver, where the stars are far and white, 
Fmaj7 Em Bm 
to touch a world where death is not paid for delight —- 
Fmaj7 ES [figure] DS9- ES D9 - {Dbmaj7} 


watch its shadow fall from fragile hands. 
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{Dbma j7} Bra j7 Ebma j7 
brdg3 I’d go in quest —- but it i11] becomes a guest 
ca Ebmaj7 Fmaj7 ES {figure] D9 
to leave too soon ----- even in this short cartoon -—- 
E9 D9 Em 
= filled with — 
Em Bm Fmaj7 Em Bm 
_ v7 -- small designs -- medieval manuscripts and tunes for chimes, 
Fmaj7 Em Bm 
or wings you barely see erasing wintertime —- 


Fmaj7 Em — Bm - Fmaj7-[figure] 
= waiting for the changing wind -—- of love. 


= coda: Em —- Bm - Fmaj7-[figure] [repeat x 1, decelerando] - &m [harmonic] 


( eget ay Em 


ES chs} DI 


= LINK To BRIDGE 
CDESCENDING V2 sTEPD 


Em9 
bF domn. [ These aren't in the song: 
es ERSIONS I just Uke te seart myself | 
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TALKIN’ BUILDING “Q" BLUES 


(Music traditional; words © 1989 by Barry Childs-Helton. A compendium of notorious rumors, 
familiar folklore, popular culture, official policy, and other alleged balderdash -- based 
more or less on a somewhat true story —- no, really! I hardly had to make up any of this!) 


8-bar vamp on traditional “talking blues" riff, G [figure] - C [figure] - D [figure] - G 
(Play through twice for first 4 lines of each verse, then stretch or compress, holding D, 
the pattern of emphasis in the unrhymed monologue in each verse. Should you be questioned, 
I will disavow all knowledge. This song will self-destruct in five seconds. Good luck.) 


vi = Not na ago, on the —s News , 
they = a feature on “Building oC = 
that —_ down at a Wright Pat 
that re eee than a ere hat -- 


G G 
all kinds of classified stuff in there. 
Cc Cc 
Like accurate cost-overrun figures. 
D D 
Decals for the stealth bomber. 
D D G 
And all the Navy’s Killer Ninja Frisbees. 


v2 The reporter said she’d tried all day 
to get those bureaucrats to say 
they’d used old Building "Q" to stow 
ten freeze-dried Smurfs in a UFO! 


They said, "There is no Building ’Q’ -—- 

and if there was, I couldn’t talk about it — 
and if I could, it wouldn’t be to you —- 

and if it was, you wouldn’t believe me —- 
and if you did, I’d have to arrest you -—- 
*’cause regulations don’t allow 

a crazy person anywhere around 

a classified facility that doesn’t exist! 

Any questions?” 


v3 +The reporter owned she’d got it wrong, 
but she did get work, before too long, 
as a network anchor -- so I hear -- 
at a half a million bucks a year: 


morning showbiz news. 

Fussy little featurettes on media-events. 
Banter with the bald weatherman. 
Interviews with California doctors. 


v4 Since then I’ve heard some people say 
that Lockheed’s got it stowed away, 
that alien wreck with its frozen crew —- 
you’d think they’d just dissect a few, 
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but NOOOOO! That’s major surgery -—- 

and aliens got no insurance! 

Besides, can you imagine 

if their buddies came to get ’em 

and found ’em divvied up 

all over the Smithsonian Institution, 

next to Einstein’s brain, van Gogh’s ear, 

and Ronald Reagan’s heart?! Ooocco! 

We talkin’ metropolitan barbecue, huh! 

We talkin’ the revenge 

of H.G. and Orson Wellfe]s, huh! 

We talkin’ angry white hunters from outer space, amen! 
Hey, chill out, guys, I tried t’talk ’em out of it, 
it’s not my fault! PEACE AND LOVE! 

KLAATU VERADA NICTO — Ow! 


v5 Well, that’s bad enough, but now I hear 
a Navy cruiser disappeared 
in World War II, from Norfolk Bay —- 
showed up in Phila-del-phi-ay —- 


in nineteen eighty-four? ! 

Radar time-warp accident. 

They made a movie about it. 

Passed it off as science fiction. 

Turned the ship into luxury waterfront apartments. 
Filled it, too. 

War nostalgia, man -- it’s really hot. 

Sells like silver BMW’s. 


v6 But y’know, that gave me my first clue. 
I know what happened to Building “Q" -—- 
they moved it around like a bogey blip 
and packed it away in a mothballed ship! 


With a bunch of other things. 
Like the Paul McCartney’s body —- 
the Unified Field Theory -- 

and all those hundred-mile-per-gallon carburetors! 
Thank God the government takes care of these things. 
Your tax dollars at work -—- I mean, 

I sleep so much better, knowin’ it’s all there, 
waitin’ for me 

until I’m ready for it! 

Me and all the other mundane citizens —- 
just waitin’ on the Apocalypse and Elvis. 


Any Tiis GOES INTHE FILE pp 
LABELED “CLASSIFIED PUBLIC 


NUAsANcEes” J 


ee a te 
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THE WAR-OF-THE-WORLDS TOP-—40 RADIO MUSICAL OF 1963 


(Famous broadcast as done in a parallel universe -- 25 years late, and geared to teen-radio 

attention-spans -- featuring the Fakewood High School Rock Choir and Auto Shop Garage Band. 

Act I: Colonists Arrive on New World. Act II: Historic First Cookout with the Natives. ) 
{ACT I:} CYLINDERS 

(Music: "Silhouettes," as performed by The Rays, 1957; words ©) 1988 by Barry Childs-Helton. ) 


intro: G—E&m—-C—D-D / G— Em—C—D-D — [etc.] 
backup:  (-- aah ----------- —- / == aah ---—------—------) 


spiel [over intro]: “Have mercy, have mercy! This is Earthman Jack, the Cosmic Bopper, 
comin’ to you LIVE from Fakewood High School! And this next one goes out to 
Orson -- from H.G. —- and all the guys at JPL!” 


G Em Cc D G 
v1 -—- Great ex-plo-sions on the red — face of Mars -—- 
(Wa ----- a-ah ---------- a-ah —--- face of Mars —) 
G Em Cc D G 
--- sending in-can-des-cent gas -- to the stars -- 
(------- a-ah --------- a-ah -——--- to the stars —-) 
G Em Cc D G 
-- no as-tron-o-mer could see -- two cyl-in-ders on the way! 
(---- a-ah ------------ a-ah --- two cyl-in-ders on the way —) 
Em (e D 
Coming to play -- two cyl-in-ders on the wa-ay! 
(----- a-ah ----- two cyl-in-ders on the way-yay —-) 
G Em Cc D G 
v2 -- Schiap-par-el-1i saw ca-nals -- years be-fore -- 
(Wa ------ a-ah -------- a-ah ---- years be-fore --) 
Em Cc D G 
now they were too dry to see -- an-y-more. 
(----- a-ah —-—------- a-ah --- an-y-more —-) 
Em Cc D G 
That’s one rea-son there were now — four cy1l-in-ders on the way! 
(------ a-ah ------------- a-ah ---- four cyl-in-ders on the way -—-) 
Em Cc D 
Just em-i-gres -- four cyl-in-ders on the wa-a-ay -—- 
(----—-- a-ah -—- four cy1l-in-ders on the way-yay —) 
G Em Cc D 
ch Cyl-in-ders ------- cyl-in-ders ------- cyl-in-ders -——-—-—---- fly, oh --- 
-----——- (cyl-in-ders) ------ (cyl-in-ders) ----- (cyl-in-ders fly, oh) -—- 
G Em Cc D 
ch Cy1l-in-ders -~------ cyl-in-ders ------- cyl-in-ders --------—-- fly, oh --- 


—----—-- (cyl-in-ders) --——- (cyl-in-ders) --—--- (cyl-in-ders fly, oh) -- 
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G Em Cc D G 

v3 —— When your plan-et’s get-ting old -- dead and dry -- 
(Wa -—--- a-ah --------—------ a-ah --- dead and dry —-) 

Em Cc D G 
and you find some real es-tate -- in the sky — 
(-— a-ah --——--—-—---- a-ah —-- in the sky —) 
Em Cc D G 
pack your peo-ple up and send — more cyl-in-ders ev’-ry day! 
(------ a-ah -------—-- a-ah -——-- more cyl-in-ders ev’-ry day -—-) 
Em Cc D 

Com-ing to stay -- more cyl-in-ders ev’-ry da-ay! 
(------- a-ah —— more cy1]-in-ders ev’-ry day-yay --) 
G Em Cc D G 

v4 — See the na-tives when we land —- pri-mate kind — 
(Wa ---- a-ah ----—----- a-ah ---- pri-mate kind --) 

Em Cc D G 
take New Jer-sey off their hands -- they won’t mind! 
(—---- a-ah ------------ a-ah -——-- they won’t mind —) 
Em Cc D G 
If they do, just start a war -- more cy1l-in-ders to the fray! 
(--- a-ah --—-------- a-ah --- more cyl-in-ders to the fray --) 
Em Cc D 

Twen-ty a day -- more cyl-in-ders to the fra-a-ay -- 
(------ a-ah --- more cy1-in-ders to the fray-yay —-) 
G Em Cc D 

ch Cyl-in-ders ------- cyl-in-ders ------- cyl-in-ders -—---—---—--- fly, oh —- 
-------- (cyl-in-ders) ------ (cyl-in-ders) ----- (cyl-in-ders fly, oh) —- 
G Em Cc D 

ch Cy1l-in-ders ------- cyl-in-ders ------- cyl-in-ders ---------- fly, oh --- 
eee (Cy |—i-ders) (cyl-in-ders) —-— (cyl-in-ders fly, oh) —- 
G Em Cc D 

ch Cyl-in-ders ------- cy1l-in-ders - cyl-in-ders — —— fly, on -—- 
a leyl-in-ders) -——---- (cyl-in-ders) ----- (cyl-in-ders fly, oh) — 
G Cc Cc G 

coda: More cyl-in-ders —-- ev’ry da-a-a-a-ay! 
(More cyl-in-ders —-- ev’ry ------ in Joi-sey!) 
[SEGUE to “Heat Ray” from G to D; play riff on D ]: ............... SRUGG Ria abu sews came 


[riff] - Em - Em — Fam7 - Ftm7 —G-G—A-A—DG 


-DG-DG=-5b 5 — 


—DG-DG-D {rest} Em Fam7 Bm 
{lead vocal]: The me-te-or land-ed —---- some-thin’ in-si-ide --------- 
[background voca1]: ean aeemeaenine O26 = 060 =SSene ee 000 - in-si-i- ) 


{cont’d next page 


min wmenreneeaaenaan 
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{ACT II:} HEAT RAY 


(Music: “Heat Wave,” by Holland-Dozier-Holland, 1963; words © 1988 by Barry Childs-Helton. ) 


[SEGUE]: [riff] - Em - Em — Fa&m7 - F#m7 —G-G—A-A—DG-DG-DG-GG— 


—DG-DG-D {rest} 


Em Famn7 Bm 
vi The me-te-or land-ed -—--- some-thin’ in-si-ide —--—-————- 
(—---------——-—-- 000 - 000 ---------- -—— 000 - in-si-i- ) 
Fam7 Bm 
-—- start-ed mov-ing ---- made us all run and hi-i-ide 
( -ide -------- O00 - 000 -—---- 000 —----- RUN-AND-HIDE! ) 
Em F#m7 


Now could it be -- our goose is cooked -- 
(-- O00 ---- 000 ----- 000 ---- 000 ----) 


G A 
or is this the way -- the white folks looked? —- 
(—— Ong ——— ha =e oo —————— 900) ————) 


D G-DG-DG-D G D G DG OD 
--- They got a HEAT RAY! ---------- Bet-ter than a gu- un! ---——-- 
(-- They got a HEAT RAY! -------------- They got a HEAT RAY! —---) 


D G DG D G D G D G DGD 
It cooks your kiel- -- ba- -- sa, ---- un-less you turn and --- run! ---- 
(----------- They got a HEAT RAY! -—---—-------—---------- They got a HEAT RAY!) 


Em F%#m7 Bm 
v2 They o-pened their cyl-in-ders — built their ma-chi-ines ------- 
(ee CO - 6 000 ---- ma-chi-ines) 


Em F3m7 Bm 
tri-pods -- high pods —- all with those bar-be-cue beams! ----— 
(--—--—-- O00 ——- 000 -——---- 000 ——----—-—--—-- ZAP-ZAP-ZAP!) 


Em F%#m7 G A 
Has mass hys-ter-’ia got a-hold of me? Or IS this plan-et — a FRIC-A-SEE? -—- 


D G-DG-DG-D G D G DG D 
--- They got a HEAT RAY! ----—--- — No, it can’t be be- eat! ----- 
(-- They got a HEAT RAY! -------—------- They got a HEAT RAY! --—) 
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G D G D G DG-D G- D G D G DG D 
You can’t keep from fry-—- ing! --—— They mic-ro-wave your me eat! 
(----------- They got a HEAT RAY! -------------—-- They got a HEAT RAY! --) 
Em F#m7 Bm Bm 
v3 They pret-ty well trashed this place, -- those de-lin-quents from space ---- 
(---------------------- — 000 —---- 000 --—————_ 000 ——--———----—-—_ HEAT RAY!) 
Em Fam7 Bm Bm 
but they died -- like flies -- when germs ac-quired their taste! —----- 
(------- 000 -------- 000 --------- 000 -—----—---------——— YUM-YUM-YUM! ) 
Em Fatm7 
Are high-tech wea-pons real-ly worth a dime, 
(-- O00 -------—------------——- 000 ---—-----) 
G A 
or-was this guy Well[e]s just “Be-fore His Time" —- 
(asee= O00, See 2. | anaemia ) 
D G -DG-DG-D G D G DG OD 
--- jus’ like the HEAT RAY?! ---------- La-ser lais-sez fai- aire! ---- 
(-- jus’ like the HEAT RAY! ------—------—- Jus’ like the HEAT RAY!) 
DG-DG-D G D G D GD GD 
With no an-ti--bi--- ot--—--—----- ics, don’ try a land-ing -—--—-- here! -—------ 
(------ Jus’ like the HEAT RAY! --—---------------- Jus’ like the HEAT RAY!) 
Em Fi#mn7 Bm Bm 
coda: N’yah-n’yah, n’yah-nyah!----------------------- They caught colds! -------------—-- 
(------------------—- The Mar-tians are com-ing! ------------- Now they’re going!) 
Em Fa#n7 Bm Bm 
N’yah-n’yah -—--—- n’yah-n’ya- a-ah --- Oh no! -----—-—-------------_-- 
(---------- Right in our back yard! ------------ Bio-haz-a-ard! --) 
Em Fitm7 G A 
unison: -- LET’S KEEP OUR SPACE CLE-E-AN! PUT EARTH UN-DER QUAR-AN-TINE, 
DG-DG-DG-DG DG DGOD 
FOR-GET THE HEAT RAY! —---------- FOR-GET THE HEAT RAY! 


[repeat intro progression, end with “dying Martian” gagging sounds] 
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WHISTLING IN THE DARK 


(Words and music © 1989 by Barry Childs-Helton. An evolutionary manifesto in unabashed 
admiration of the near ly-infinite human capacity for self-deception, rendered as a lounge- 
lizard bossa-nova. Best played in a dark room, or whistled nonchalantly past a junkyard. ) 


[intro vamp]: Em7-9 —- Dmj7aug  Em7-9 -- Dmj7aug __ [etc.] 


v1 


v2 


brdg: 


v4 


Em7-9 Dmj7aug Em7-9 Dmj7aug Dm7 [barre] 
Evolution’s always choosing -- all the best and brightest creatures —- 


Dm7 Qnj7 Bm7 Anj7 
by the most efficient methods -- with the latest useful features; 


C6 [figure] Déaug Anj7-inv.II [figure] QGnj7-inv.II 
giant reptiles simply missed the Ark. 


Qnj7-inv.II Amj7 C6-Anj7 C6-Anj7 _ Em/7-9 

---- This is what we whistle in the da-ark. 

Em7-9 Dmj7aug Em7-93 Dmj7aug Dm7 [barre] 
Nearly devils, almost angels -- all the gods’ most-favored playthings, 


Dm7 [barre] Cnj7 Bm7 Anj7 
we possess the pow’r of naming -- working magic when we say things. 


C6 [figure] Dé6aug Anj7-inv.II [figure] Gnj7-inv.II 
Pity those who only growl and bark. 


Qnj7-inv.II Anj7 C6-—Amnj7 C6-Anj7 Em7-9 
This is wnat we wmnistle in the da-ark. 


Qnj7-inv .II Anj7-inv.II Qnj7-inv.II Anj7-inv . II 
-- War is simply not our nature -- if it was, we’re smarter these days. 
Qnj7 Dmj7 Qnj7 [barre] Bmj7 Bbmj7-Bmj7 


-- Life’s a one-way trip to heaven -- either that, or instant replay. 


Em7-9 Dmj7aug Em7-9 Dmj7aug 
Earth is just too big to poison -- we’ve got room to breed like rabbits. 


Dm7 [barre] Cnj7 Bm7 Anj7 
-- If it’s not, I’m sure we’11 know it -- we can always change our habits -- 


C6 {figure] D6aug Anj7-inv.II [figure] Gnj7-inv.II 
turn the garbage dump into a park. 


Qnj7-inv.II Anj7 C6—Amj7 C6—-Anj7 Em7-9 

---- This is wnat we whistle in the da-ark. 

Em7-9 | Dmj7aug Em7-9 Dmj7aug Dm7 [barre] 
Life is real and life is earnest —- so is what we tell our children. 


Dm7 [barre] Cnj7 
They’11 be wiser than their parents. 
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Bm7 Anj7 
What we know will serve ’em till then. 


C6 [figure] Dé6aug Amj7—inv.II [figure] Gnj7-inv.II 
Ev’rybody -- leaves -- a lasting mark. 


Gnj7—-inv.II Anj7 C6-Amj7C6-Amj7_—s Em7-9 
This is wnat we whistle in the da-ark. 


coda: [whistle melody over intro vamp, and fade] 


Emt-9 Dastauc. Dm [borrél Cma.t Bat Ams.4 C6 


These chords have been’ 
[ deleted 2 obscene. | 


Coat iv? J Dwa-t —— Cma-Fpt) Bust aw Tima’ 
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by The Mad Doctors Childs-Helton 


SALLY CHILDS-HELTON, fully Ph.D.’d in ethnomusicology, uses one of her two master ’s 
degrees (the one in library science) to infiltrate Mundania as an archivist for 

the Indiana Historical Society Library. But lurking in nooks and crannies through- 
out the house are scary resonating contrivances of wood, chrome, gourd, steel, and 
fiberglass -- for her secret identity is that of a classically-trained percuss jon- 
ist, as well as a twice-broadcast songwriter (Dr. Demento has aired her “Goin’ Down 
the Cosmic Drain” and “Galactic Personals” on his syndicated radio show). An avid 
reader of SF since childhood, she taught a course in futuristic dystopias (dur ing 

a certain famous Orwellian year) which she called "1984 and Welcome to It." Since 
she holds (as of June 1990) a black belt in the World Oyama Karate organization, 

few souls have chosen to take exception to her rampant satirical attitude, or her 
consciousness-raising approach to teaching (her bachelor’s degree is in music educa- 
tion, her graduate minor was in African studies, and her experience with electronic 
music goes as far back as switchboard-style synthesizers). A North Carolina native, 
she especially enjoys feeding small wild creatures (such as the bushy-tailed roofus 
rattus), exercising impeccable Southern manners, space-warping through huge stacks 
of SF paperbacks, and listening to classical, improvisational, traditional, and pop- 
ular music from around the world. She has musical performing experience in symphony 
orchestras, percussion ensembles, jazz combos, Latino bands, and (currently) a noisy 
filk duo. Who knows what’s next? 


BARRY CHILDS-HELTON’s workaday guise is that of an editorial assistant and word- 
slinger for a small Indianapolis-based publisher. Off the record, though, he 
nurtures a craving for bad puns and dark chocolate, stands 6’9", and has stub- 
borniy not played basketball since 1967. He has (at last count) seven guitars, 


a Ph.D. in folklore, an M.A. in English (creative writing), and some highly im 
practical habits that include writing verse, cartooning, trancing-out to "NASA- 
Select TV" during Shuttle missions, playing old folk-rock tunes at parties, and 
wrapping Christmas presents to look like spaceships. An intermittent veteran 

of various coffee-house and pizza-parlor performing venues since about 1970, he 
Played in a semi-pro Indiana rock band in 1980, and has been involved with music- 
and-poetry performance projects. Invited into that fateful first bardic circle 

by Juanita Coulson at Marcon in 1985 (though she need not be blamed for the subse- 
quent musical mayhem), he shamelessly passed on the instant addiction to his wife, 
and they’ve been at this "filking"” business ever since. Originally from Salt Lake 
City (but mostly the Denver area), he took a summer SF course from William Tenn 
at Stanford in 1972, and later taught courses in folklore, SF, and fantasy for 

the English department of Indiana/Purdue University at Indianapolis. He and his 
wife fight twice a week, diligently, in the karate dojo -—- he outweighs her, but 
she ranks him. It works out rather nicely. 


BARRY AND SALLY attended their first con at InConJuncTion in 1982, and first played 
music together at a 1984 ethnomusicology conference. Their first expressive exper- 
imentation in SF fandom was with masquerade costuming (which they still love); as 
filkers, they premiered “Stairway to Fandom” (their first one-shot performance) at 
Marcon in 1986, and started Space Opera House -- a small (very small) filk-and-SF- 
stuff-huckster ing company -- while working on their first studio filk tape ("Escape 
from Mundania") in 1987. Their latest studio tape ("Paradox") was released at Ohio 
Valley Filk Fest, where they were guests in 1989. Sally has been enduringly delight- 
ed to be involved directly in such a thriving folk tradition as filking -- as has 
Barry (who remains happily flabbergasted that there IS not only such a thing as an 
audience for musical science fiction, but a dedicated horde of established conspir- 
ators as well). Be warned, however, of two things: (1) books and musical instru- 
ments tend to follow them home and just move right in, and (2) they will probably 
continue their activities in fandom for as long as they can get away with it. 


SEA 


HYPE: Advertising designed to generate mass enthusiasm for unneces- 
sary products by attributing novelty, merit, sexuality, or magic. 


INTERSTATE: American transcontinental auto-race course, modeled on 
German Autobahn. Construction began in 1958; the race never stops. 


JUVENILE DELINQUENT: 1950s term for (1) minors who commit antiso- 
cial acts or loiter with intent, or (2) anyone aged 13 to 21 years. 


KLAATU: Alien visitor (played by Michael Rennie) in “The Day the 
Earth Stood Still" (1951 SF film illustrating why UFOs should not 
land in Washington, D.C.); surrounded by the military upon landing, 
he held out a gift which was mistaken for a weapon, and was shot. 


KLAATU VERADA NICTO: Klaatu’s last instructions to Gort, which in- 
cluded picking up Patricia Neal and, oh yeah, not destroying Earth. 


LIGHT-SAIL: Space propulsion system using the pressure of sunlight 
upon super-thin Mylar sails (kilometers in diameter) to accelerate 
a ship gradually -- but constantly -- to speeds near that of light. 


MARVIN THE PARANOID ANDROID: Character in Douglas Adams’ "“Hitch- 
hiker’s Guide to the Galaxy” satirical novels of the 1980s. Super- 
intelligent and under-utilized, Marvin was always "very depressed.” 


MOTEL OF THE MYSTERIES: A 1979 book of satirical illustration by 
David Macaulay, parodying the Heinrich Schliemann expedition that 
opened the tomb of King Tutankhamun (some contents of which were 
on touring display in the late 1970s). Macaulay’s ruins of the 
“Toot’n’C’mon Motel" overawe and mystify far-future archaeologists. 


PAUL McCARTNEY’S BODY: A 1969 rumor that Paul McCartney had died in 
a car wreck in 1966, had been replaced by an impostor to keep the 
Beatles profitable, and that since then John Lennon had hidden clues 
to this plot in the lyrics, album covers, and music of the Beatles. 


PHILADELPHIA EXPERIMENT: Rumor that a 1943 test of mysterious new 
radar-invisibility equipment teleported the U.S. Navy destroyer 
Eldridge between Philadelphia and Norfolk -- now, THAT’S stealth. 


RELATIVISTIC SPEED: Speeds near that of light, at which the travel- 
er can be said to be looking at the universe "from the viewpoint of 
a beam of light" (Einstein’s original concept, basic to relativity). 


RELATIVITY PARADOX: Actually, there are several; the best-known in- 
volves twins. One twin, an astronaut, goes on a long space journey 
at near-lightspeed (.9c). Time slows aboard ship till its return; 
the Earthbound twin will have aged MORE than the astronaut twin, re- 
sulting in the paradox of twins who are, and are not, the same age. 


RUMOR: “Improvised news” of conjectural events, passed along by word 
of mouth. Functions traditionally as informal entertainment, veiled 
vote-of-no-conf idence in authority, and test of hearer’s normalcy. 


SPUTNIK: First successful artificial satellite, about the size of 
a basketball, launched from Russia on October 4, 1957; established 
the possibility of bombardment from space with atomic basketballs. 


UNIFIED FIELD THEORY: Theory that would offer one consistent explan- 
ation for all observable forces of nature; Einstein was rumored to 
found it, and to have suppressed it because humankind was not ready. 
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